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CHAPTEK XII.
A   VILLAGE   RAJAH.
AFTEB a fatiguing march of many miles we arrived before
Dayby Sing's stronghold. It was an ordinary village,
large and very ugly, a mere collection of mud huts
Closely huddled together. It stood on the open plain, but
the plain was prettily dotted with groves of trees. The
sun was high in the heavens before we reached it, for
there had been a great delay in crossing the river, and
we had stopped on the way to burn another insurgent
village, from which the inhabitants had fled. We made
sure that Dayby Sing and his men had done the same,
for they must have had ample notice of our approach.
In case, however, they should be inside and intend to fight,
Captain Dennys thought it right to proceed with due
caution. We halted, the men formed in line, the cavalry
galloped off to right and left to cut off the fugitives, and
then the guns were ordered to the front; and for the first
time in my life I saw shots fired in earnest.
I was standing close by one of the cannon when there
came a deafening roar, a jet of flame, and a puff of smoke.
In a second or two there appeared in the air, as if it had
come out of vacancy, a black ball sailing majestically,
and, as it seemed, very deliberately towards the village.
When it was just above the houses it burst, sending
out a sheet of flame and a shower of fragments in all